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“SHOT BY THE GERMANS | 
AS A FRANC.-TIREUR” 


is the way one prominent daily refers to the recent execution by the Germans 
of Captain Charles Fryatt of the British steamer Brussels. 


What is a Franc-Tireur? 


Sounds Foreign and Frenchy—doesn’t it? You'd spot it at once as not 
English, and never expect to find it in a collection of English words and 
phrases. 


But that shows YOU don’t own 


THE 3C* REFERENCE LIBRARY 


_ 











which, becauses it SPELLS, PRONOUNCES AND DEFINES the newest 
as well as the oldest words in the English language, including many hundreds 
of foreign words and phrases, used by the best writers, for which there are 
no English equivalents—AND BECAUSE it covers every SCIENCE, ART, 
MOVEMENT, THEORY AND ACHIEVEMENT of man, has been well 


called 
‘‘The Book of a Million Answers’’ 
answer in THE 3Cs REFERENCE LIBRARY to— 


among the million other answers to questions 
that are bound to arise in the course of your reading of the daily news and 
current literature—PROVIDED YOU READ INTELLIGENTLY AND 
UNDERSTANDINGLY—and you'll find the pronunciation indicated so 
clearly that you can use the word yourself with confidence in conversation. 
The 3Cs Reference Library is not only INDISPENABLE, 
but is WELL WITHIN THE REACH OF EVERY MAN 
AND WOMAN AMBITIOUS TO GET ON IN THE 
WORLD —for besides being the MOST 


COMPREHENSIVE 
COMPACT and CONVENIENT 


IT IS ALSO THE 


LEAST EXPENSIVE 


General Reference Library in Existence. 
Every item of information in The 3Cs Reference Library is INSTANTLY 
ACCESSIBLE. With The 3Cs Library at your elbow, when you come 
across such words yndicalism, syncretism, auto-intoxical sabotage 
etc., or references to Przemysl, Czernowitz and other “jaw breakers” in the 
theater of the European War, you'll no longer yield to the temptation to 
pass them up because too much trouble to look them up. It not only tells 
about every geographical name in the two hemispheres, but also how to 
pronounce it. 
It Contains 6,296 Pages Over 6,000 Illustrations 

And a Complete Atlas of the World Printed in Colors 
SEND TO-DAY for particulars, special price, and terms of this Marve 


siveness, Compactness, and Convenience Simply sign and mail couy 


IT NOW! 
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BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY, 
407 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 


Without obligation, please mail me full particulars of The 3Cs Reference Librar 
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Back to Human Nature 

ERHAPS we may never be able to 

get entirely back to nature, but we 

shall have to get back to human nature 

if we ultimately 

amount to anything. 

There is considerable 

desultory suspicion 

here and there that 

we have wandered 

sadly astray. The 

unwarranted empha- 

sis that we have 

been placing on up- 

lift, efficiency, eu- 

genics, public service, 

reform, altruism, and a hundred other 

isms and ologies has pulled us pretty 

well out of our orbit. Unfortunately we 

have just about ceased to look upon 

individuals as human beings with in- 

consequential antecedents and untold 

possibilities. To our modern ways of 

thinking they are merely power- 

less resultants of the past and 

commensurable factors of the 
future. 

And it is not wise to look up- 
on man so callously. We have 
gone too far in this impious 
analysis of what used to be 
known as the noblest work of 
God. Wouldn’t it be far easier 
and far more wholesome to ac- 
cept human nature in the aggre- 
gate for just what it seems to 
be? The maudlin regrets and 
meddlesome schemes of up- 
lifters will avail us naught. The 
human race will finally wobble 
inté” port with a full cargo and 
all hands on deck if there’s not 
too much tampering with the 
steering apparatus. 


The mere suspicion that we know a 
few things about our ascent from monkey- 
hood doesn’t justify us in grabbing for 
the lines every time we see a mud hole 
in the road. It is our place to sit as 
quietly as possible on the buckboard of 
things as they are and enjoy what of 
the scenery happens to please our fancy. 
There is little to warrant our assuming 
all the responsibility for the trip from 
the cradle to the crematory. 

Above all things else we should mind 
our own business, which consists of a 
great deal of hard work and love, and a 
little of laughter and tears. We shouldn’t 
despair if the present generation looks 
bad. Many generations have looked 
as bad and acted Destiny 
doesn’t worry about little things like 
that. With all our strife and bloodshed, 
with all our hatreds and impatience and 
insularity, we shall get on if we leave 
ourselves alone. 


worse. 


BINKS SEEKS A SECLUDED SPOT IN WHICH TO 
PRACTICE A LITTLE BACKING 


Reformers and uplifters, who lead us 
away from human nature and who de- 
¢pair and urge and agitate, must be 
very trying on the patience of the Al- 
mighty. 


Sixes and Sevens 
JITH the son of a Presbyterian min- 
ister and the son of a Baptist min- 
ister contesting for the presidency, the 
question is, which will exemplify the 
doctrine of election, and which immer- 
sion in Salt Creek? 


You have to argue with a man to induce 
him to act with wisdom; he will play the 
fool at the drop of a hat.—Houston Post. 

Make it a bonnet, and we’re with you. 

* 

National Chairman Willcox was post- 
under Roosevelt and Public 
Commissioner under Hughes. 
Preparedness! It’s up to the National 
Chairman—in certain eventu- 
alities—to distribute the males 
in the public service. 

« 

Colonel Roosevelt will retire 
from active politics. Positively 
no rainchecks redeemed except 
at the matinée retirements. 

# 

The conversion of pork into 
patriotism involves some niceties 
of parliamentary procedure.—New 
York Sun. 

But patriotic pork fears no 
foe in shining Armour. 

#2 

Each side “wins in a walk” 
on its interpretation of the 1912 
election statistics. General John 
A. Logan would say: “ Darn the 
statistics—give us the votes.” 
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Boy—Doctor. old Miss Walker's tooken worse. 


we ever did,”’ said 
These 


THING 
xanson, to Mrs. Ganson. 
two married people had come to a 

momentous deci- 
sion. They had re 
solved to stay at 
home all summer 
They were now sit- 
ting on their porch 
congratulating 

themselves. 

“You 
on Ganson, “practically everybody going 
away, we will therefore have a complete 
Then we will have all of the com- 
forts of our own home. And think of 
our table! No hotel in the country can 
compare with it. No arrangement was 
ever so perfect.”” At this moment they 
were interrupted in their téte-a-téte by 
a step on the piazza. It was the approach 
of neighborly Banderly. His voice was 
almost affectionate. 

“Good morning, friends. I hear that you 
are going to stay at home this summer.” 


see,” went 


rest 


minutes. I'd come right now but— 


HOME, SWEET HOME 


By CHESTERTON TODD 


“That's the intention,” said Ganson, 
‘and I can tell you, we are looking 
forward to it.” 

“T can imagine so. Wish we had the 
courage. Your chickens are getting along 
splendidly, aren’t they?” 

Banderly’s voice was growmg more 
intimate 

“Very nicely,” said the 
unsuspecting Mrs. Ganson. 

“We enjoy the eggs very 
much.”’ 

“That’s because of your 
skill in taking 
them,” continued Banderly. 
“You haven't as many 
as you could accommo- 
date, have you?” he con- 


care of 


tinued. 

Mrs. Ganson looked at 
her husband  warningly. 
With a woman’s intuition, 


The wife 


Doctor—Tell ’em I'll be over 


The husband 


make it look more like soup while you were at it? 


in twenty 


she had apparently detected Ban- 
derly’s drift. 
“Plenty of room,” said Ganson. 
“Why, we could keep twice as many.” 
“T didn’t know, old fellow,” said Ban- 
derly, “‘but you might be willing to take 
ours for the summer. Give you more eggs.”’ 
“Why, certainly,” said Ganson. “‘Send 
‘em over! Delighted, I assure you.” 
It didn’t take Banderly long to depart 


~~~ . es oa 


Don’t you think it looks like rain, John ? 
It certainly does! Why didn’t you try to 





after that; visit, and 
completed 


more to stay for. 


having attained the object of his 
the arrangements, there was obviously 
He had scari ely disappeared, however, be 
fore there was another step on the piazza. 
This time it was Mrs. Singleton, the lovely 


nothing 


widow in the next block. 

“T hear you are going to stay at home 
this summer,” Mrs. Singleton. ** How 
charming! And how original. By the way, 
you know Tixie, my lovely little dog. Of 
course I could send him to a veterinarian; 
but isn’t that horrid!” 

“Don't do it!” “We'll take 

him. Always glad to have dogs around. Great lover of dogs.”’ 
‘He’s such a dear!” 
By the end of the day, the Gansons found their original 
company reinforced by twenty chickens, two dogs, a cat, a 
that wouldn't work, and 


said 
said Ganson. 


parrot, a second-hand automobile 
a pet goat. 

“You did it!’ exclaimed Mrs. Ganson tearfully. ‘You 
didn’t give me time to make any excuses; you just went ahead 
and let them all impose upon you. And the worst of it is, I shall 
have to take care of them all.” 

Ganson’s voice was full of apology. 

‘Never mind!” he replied. “It will make things interesting; 
no chance for us to sit around and mope. [ will help you, dearie.”’ 

Che following morning he had scarcely sat down to break- 
fast when his telephone bell rang 
Board of Health. 
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A . ’ a AGS 
—_. Le. 
gl cet pee at EY OZ — 
IT CAN'T BE DONE 
Gwendolyn —1 don't believe Cholly’s ever done anything to be 
ashamed of. 
Gladys 


How could he? He's never done anything at all! 


It was the President of the 


“Sorry to bother you, Mr. Ganson, but your neighbors have 
been making complaints about you They say you have a 


couple of roosters who wake them up at all hours of the morning 











HIMSELF SOLID 


Harry —| wanted to 
I should say so! 





MAKING 


Tom Why did you eat the cake she baked? 
make myself solid. Tom —Did you succeed? Harry 


a dog that keeps them up nearly all night and a parrot that 
squawks so much during the day time that they can’t hear 
themselves think.” 

“Neighbors!” shouted Ganson. “Why, my neighbors have 
all gone away.” 

“Ves, but their houses have been rented for the summer. 
The man who has taken Mr. Banderly’s house, for example, 
says he will shoot that rooster.” 

Ganson started back into the dining-room to tell his wife. 
She was interviewing the cook 

“Ves, ma’am,” said that individual, ‘“‘of course, ma’am, if 
you're going to stay at home all summer, I shall expect a 


vacation. 1 

Ganson waited to hear no more. 

“Vou bet you'll take a vacation,” he shouted. “And it will 
he a long one, too. Get ready to leave tomorrow morning.” 

Then he turned to his wife. 

“In the course of the next twelve hours,” he said, “T shall 
personally interview a veterinarian, a bird fancier, a farmer 
and a garage, to say nothing of a railroad company and a high- 
class summer resort. Money is no object. Neighbors don't 
count. I propose to get away from this place by nine o'clock 
tomorrow morning, bag and baggage. Can you get ready?” 

“Pll be ready, my dear,” teplied Mrs. Ganson, and as he 
hurried off she said thoughtfully to herself 

“What’s the use of having neighbors if you can’t get them 
to help you out when your husband insists upon sticking at 


home?” 


Campaign poets have nothing on the campaign managers 


when it comes to courting the Mooses. 
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low shoes 


skirts, 


High 





Parodies of the Fair Green 
The Birdie Three 
T WAS many and many a year ago, 
On a golf-links by the sea, 
That a monster dwelt whom I came to know 
As the Man with the 
ae Birdie Three; 
Kx \nd the wretch was 
wv possessed with no 
\\ ‘\ other thought 
Than to brag—and 
to brag to me! 


= I was a dub and he was 
= a dub 
On that golf-links by ihe sea; 
But he loved with a love that was more than 
love 
Himself and his Birdie Three, 
Till I prayed the winged seraphs of Heaven 
To take him away from me. 


And this was the reason that, long ago, 
On that golf-links by the sea, 

I swatted him with a cleek, killing 
The tale of his Birdie Three, 

So that the undertaker came 
And bore him away from me; 

But he haunts me still from his sepulchre 
Near the golf-links by the sea. 


And the moon never beams without bringing 
me dreams , 
Of him and his Birdie Three; 
And the stars never shine but I hear the old 
whine 
“I drove from the thirteenth tee 
When I go to my rest he will sit on my chest 
And tell me—and tel! me—that awful old 
pest 
How he made his Birdie Three, 
His horrible Birdie Three. 
F. Gregory Hartswick. 


Ma’s Indisposition 
Teacher—I’m so sorry your mother is 
sick. Nothing serious, I hope? 
Johnny—Well, you see, Ma went all 
over the house to see if Pa had locked 
up for the night—and Pa had—and it 
kinder give Ma a sorter shock like. 


Full of Variety 
6¢TQVIDENTLY you have not found 
married life as monotonous as it 
is often said to be,’’ we remarked, with a 
rising inflection. 

“Uck!—nussah!” chuckled Brother 
Bump, who had just embarked, for the 
fifth time, on the stormy sea of matri- 
mony. “Plumb fum de _ beginnin’ it 
has allus been dat sometimes I could 
whip muh wife and den ag’in de lady 
could wallop me.” 


Tire Trouble at the Round Table 
Queen Guinevere—One of my 
women ran away. 
King Arthur—I told you to get the 
non-skid kind. 


tire 


Plenty of Material 
“What in the world do your people 
here have to talk about day after day?”’ 
we hypercritically 


CO6RTEAM HARTMAN 


Paradox 
E WAS so close that I could touch him, 
And so I spoke. He started back, sur- 
prised, 
To find me there. Then quickly did I clutch 
him 
By the lapel; and, as you have surmised, 
Asked for a loan. Then was I paralyzed 
He was so close, I couldn’t touch him! 


Ted Robin on. 


The Crux 

First cook—How do you like it at the 
Bumps? 

Second cook—No good. I’m cooking 
breakfasts all the way from 8 to rr. 

First cook—You don’t say! Why, I 
always heard that they all got up at the 
same time. 

Second cook—They do, but it takes 
them all the way from little Willie’s 
15 seconds to Miss Bump’s three hours 


to dress. 





fleered. 

“Why, shucks!” 
surprisedly replied 
the landlord of the 
Petunia tavern. 
“There’s just as 
much weather here 


as there is any- 


”” 


where! 


His Little Lapses 

““Vassah!” boast- 
ed old Brother Bo- 
gus. “I’sa uncom- 
percated enemy of 
old Satan all de 
time—dat is, in 
muh _ respirations. 
But I manages to 
backslide a little 











when circus day 
comes round. Uh- 
yaw! haw! haw!” 


Jones (advertising his car for sale) 
ad. before I became converted ! 


Jane, I wish I'd written this 





Feet 

HERE are many kinds of feet, but 

the really important varieties are 
these three: human, poetic, and pickled 
—y pig’s. Human 
ae feet are seldom 
ever poetic, and 
poetic feet are 
never human. 
Pickled pig’s feet 
are distinguished 
from all others by 
the fact that cer- 
tain types of 
human hogs think they are good to eat. 

Human feet are always cold and are 
hardly ever good looking. They are 
made up mainly of skin and bones and 
terpsichorean instincts, and are covered 
with socks, shoes, corns, and bunions. 
They are used for the purposes of loco- 
motion by those who have no real estate 
to mortgage and for the expression of 
violent opinion by editers, book agent 
victims and irate fathers. What few men 
have pretty feet seldom amount to much. 
Girls with pretty feet may be found on 
windy corners, at dances and in short 
skirts, where they amount to a good deal. 

Poetic feet are found in sonnets, blank 
verse, heroic couplet, other highbrow 
rhythm and jingles. They strut about 
under such names as iambic pentameter 
and dactylic hexameter but do not 
always prove themscives to be worthy of 
one’s acquaintance. With the exception 
of vers libre, poetic feet have steam 
rollered the whole field of verse, so that 
a poet has a good deal of nerve 
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THE 


, and a great many bad dreams, he has to 


patronize them whether he wants io or 
not. 

Pickled pig’s feet never cause anything 
worse than the stomach ache, which is 
more than can be said of any other kind 
of feet. They do very well for people 
who have been misled into dieting or 
trying to live on breakfast foods and 
mineral water. But they should always 
be eaten with lots of caution and vinegar. 
So far pig’s feet are the only ones that 
have been successfully pickled. Noone 
has ever shown any symptoms of want- 
ing to pickle either human or poetic feet. 

All kinds of feet should be handled with 
discretion and treated with kindness 
and common sense. Otherwise they are 
not to be depended upon.— H. W. Dee. 


A Cinch 
“Why is a job in the financial district 
in this country considered so desirable?” 
asked the foreign tourist 
“Because,” replied tne New Yorker, 
“the work for the day is over in time to 
go to the ball game.” 


Ruinous 
Crawford—Last autumn he sold his 
bungalow and bought a car. 
Crabshaw—Now he’s sold the car and 
rented the bungalow. 


Ridiculous 
Madge—To save time, why don’t 
you wear your bathing suit under your 
street clothes? 


Marjorie—How can I, dear? It shows. 


REMNAN T 
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In Leap Year 
HEY stood beneath the arching vine 
By her doorstep. She gave a hand 
That clung; he dared not understand, 
And turned to go—but saw the shine 
Of smiling eyes, and stayed; above, 
The moon laughed broadly, wise in love. 


A minute held two destinies; 
He felt her breath upon his cheek, 
But he was poor, and dared not speak. 
To-morrow he would cross the seas: 
A teardrop trembled in her eye; 
With faltering lips he breathed, ‘‘Good- 
bye!” 


“There is a secret I could tell, 

Which, if you guess, you would not go!’ 
Only a wooing whisper low— 

He clasped her, waked as from a spell, 
While warm lips murmured, close his ear, 
“You can not say I asked you, dear!” 

Stokely S. Fisher. 


’ 
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Alcibiades von Bone 

Acts like this when left alone; 

“ Thus,” says he, “should men of talents 


Exercise to keep their balance.” 
—Don Augur. 








A GREAT OD 
R. I. GETTIT DALY 
regular hunted expression when 
he entered the reading room of 
the Last Resort Club; but from the reck- 
less manner in, which he ordered an at- 
tendant to bring him a soda-mint and a 
glass of koumyss, every member within 
hearing felt sure that Daly had struck 
it rich. As Daly waited for his liquid 
refreshment, he placed his hands be- 
neath his coat-tails, waggled them com- 
fortably, and confirmed the belief of his 
fellow members. 

“At last,” said he joyfully, “‘at last I 
have discovered for my wife a weight 
reducing system which is not only 
efficacious, but which also prevents her 
from telling me all about it at fifteen- 
In addition to this, 


wore his 


minute intervals. 
I am not obliged to indulge in the un- 
satisfactory and half-cooked food which 
is usually forced on a man when his 
wife is taking an obesity cure.” 

The occupants of the reading-room 
looked up from their magazines and 
newspapers as one man, and their faces 
brightened so noticeably that one of the 
more economical members of the clu: was 
able to shut off three lights without caus- 
ing any appreciable in the 
brilliancy of the lighting 

“Tell us more about it, Gettit,” urged 
Mr. George Chattus, whose spouse, the 
charming Eva Chattus, held the record 
for taking obesity cures in local social 
circles. She had taken 261 different 
obesity cures in one year, and gained 48 
pounds in so doing. Mr. Chattus had a 
peculiar dark blue complexion, due to the 
fact that Mrs. Chattus talked him black 


decrease 
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A HOME-MADE 


ISCOVERY 
in the face every evening on th 
subject of her weight. 

“Well, really,” replied Mr 
Daly, “the whole thing is absurdly 
simple. I invented the treatment 
with my friend, Dr. Pullem Throo. 
Dr. Throo issues the instructions, 
saying that any lady may obtain 
a sylph-like figure in one month 
by taking a simple set of exercises, 
consisting of lying on the floor, 
wedging the feet beneath some 
firmly fixed object such as a bath 
tub, and self to a 
sitting posture one hundred times 


raising one’s 


in quick succession.” 

“That’s old stuff,” interrupted 
Mr. Fuller Prunes fretfully. “* Alex 
ander the Great used that system 
for cutting down his embonpoint!” 
Everybody heard Mr. Prunes with — 
respect ; for it wasa well-known fact 
that his finger nails were in 
stant state of dilapidation because 
of the ditficulty which he 
enced in hooking up his wife’s dresses. 

“Please don’t 
Mr. Daly. “Just let me tell you the 
whole story. The feature about 
Dr. Throo’s exercises lics in the fact that 
the person W ho does them must do the 
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CAP ri- 


crowd me,” protested 


new 


whole hundred on the very first morn- 
ing Now if a solidly-built lady who 
has had little or no exercise attempts to 
the 
sition one hundred consecutive 


lie on floor and raise herself to a 
sitting 
times, what happens to her?” 

Mr. Daly accepted his koumyss and 
soda-mint from the attendant, drank the 


health of the eagerly-waiting company, 


SHADOW 


Billy 
Tommy—Gee, you oughta been there, Billy! 
I had a stumick ache for three days afterwards ! 


Sr) 


a OW. Trdencee —™s 





Did ye git lots of eats at the picnic > 
Why, 


and resumed his interesting narrative. 
“The lady’s said 
Mr. Daly impressively, 
as though an elephant 
buck-and-wing on them Frightened, 
she sends for Dr. Throo Dr. Throo, 
after feeling of her pulse and k oking at 
the base of her tongue, informs her with 
great seriousness that she has exercised 
too violently without proper preparation, 
and that she must take to her bed and 
live on barley-water and lettuce leaves 
for one month, if she ever wishes to be 


muscles,” 
‘*are as lamed 


had 


stomach - 


danced a 


able to wear corsets again. 

“Horrified, she instantly takes to her 
bed, allowing her husband to shift for 
himself, and to come home as late as 3:00 
a.m. without protest. 

“At the end of the month, her restricted 
diet has caused her to lose 25 pounds, and 
her husband’s diet has not been interfered 
with. Worry over her condition, as out 
lined by Dr. Throo every morning, pre 
vents her from regaining the 25 pounds as 
soon as she has escaped from her bed; and 
fear of being obliged to go on with the 
treatment prevents her from boring her 
husband with her symptoms. Dr. Throo 
treats the entire matter as confidential, 
and the wife never learns the truth.” 

“What is Dr. Pullem Throo’s address?” 
asked Mr. Fuller Prunes eagerly. And 
when Mr. Daly answered, each of the 18 
members of the Last Resort Club who 
were seated in the reading room made 
haste to write the address on his cuff, 
thus showing that Mr. Daly was a bene 
factor to mankind.—K. L. Roberts. 

















AT THE MERION CRICKET CLUB, HAVERFORD, PENNSYLVANIA 


Belle—They say that Jimmy makes better approaches than any man in the club. Jack -1 should say he does! The first time 
I met him I lent him twenty dollars ! 





AND HENRY 


MARKOWITZ 


by 


“Eye. a fine job I got!” complained Max Markowitz, the 
skirt manufacturer, as he closed the oflice door witha 
bang after ushering out a weeping lady visitor. “If her hus- 
band don’t come home in the night, it’s 

my business because he woiks for me in 

the day. It ain’t enough what I have 

a whole day from them with their price 
committees, and shop committees what 

., give me more trouble in a minute than 
what they got in Mexico a whole year 
then I got to see also that they behave 


How could I 


a woman what comes crying to 


themselves in the night! 
refuse 
you like Niagara Falls that her husband what’s a foreman from 
the operators comes home with the milkman like a fancy actor?” 

“What's the matter with Meyer Gold?” inquired Henry 
Shapiro, Markowitz’s bookkeeper and brother-in-law. “Is 
he a drinker, a gambler, a loafer?” 

“What! Meyer Gold a drinker?” Markowitz 
“Go on. When he wants a strong drink he takes a Russian 
cocktail Hea gambler? He don’t 
know the difference even between a club and a spade, and he 
don’t even look at another goil even if she was a pit ktche like 
Lillian Russell.” 

“Then what’s the matter with him?” inquired Henry 
He ain’t such a bad feller. What does she want from him?” 
‘He's got trouble what many men are suffering from. He’s 

got Lodgenkrankheit. He’s a member of the Royal Order of 
Good Fellers, and when a feller is a good feller by the lodge 
he’s a bad feller by the home. She told me that before he 
became a good feller he was a poifect thirty-six of a husband 
und would help with the dishes. Sunday he would hold the 
baby with the bottle. Holidays he would take the children 
to the park with peanuts. But now he spends so much time 
in his home like a fireman from Canarsie. I promised her I'll 
call him in and if he don’t promise to stay home by night, he 
can’t woik here by day. She wouldn’t let me call him in before 
her face, but I promised I'll fix it. It’s a fine business! What 
shall I do, Henry? 1 4 

Here Markowitz was interrupted by the entrance through 
the factory door marked, “No admission,” of a tall man 
box under his arm. ‘Say, Meyer,” 


CX¢ laime d 


a glass of tea with lemon. 


carrying a small cried 


They 
[ Lot 


Discuss Lodges and Loving Cups 
RAB 


Markowitz in surprise, “how do you know I want to speak 
to you? 

“You want to speak with me?” asked Meyer Gold. “ Alle- 
right, I want to speak with you too. I want to show you 
something beautiful. Look I got in this box. Ain't 
ita dandy? So fancy, like for a prince. Look how the silver 
shines on it! Regelar silver, sterling 86!” 

“What is that? Is that inquired 

“Mine?” repeated Meyer Gold. “No, Mr. Markowitz, 
I ain’t only in the lodge one year. Wait, wait! When I'll 
be like Past Grandmaster Jacobson twenty-five years, then I'll 
But now I’m already—and I’m 
only one year in the lodge—second deputy doorkeeper and 
vice-chairman of the committee on engravings. ‘The com- 
mittee on loving cups turned it over to me to have it engraved, 
and put on Past Grandmaster Jacobson’s name. We've got 
a grand mecting to-night with a big smoker and supper. And 


what 


yours?” Markowitz. 


get a loving cup just like this. 














The office manager having lately been made a lieutenant, is overheard 


practicing the words of command. 








we're going to present it to him, tonight. Oh! if I was only 

him tonight! Never mind, I'll get it some day. But, Mr. 

Markowitz, I came to ask from you a favor. I ain’t got no 
time to go to the engraver. Maybe you can 
send Abe, the office boy, for me. I'll never 
forget what you done for me. And Mr. Henry, 
please write the card out for me. Will you do 
it, Mr. Markowitz?” 

Markowitz was about to utter an angry re- 
fusal when Henry stepped in front of him and 
said quickly, “Alleright, Meyer, go back to 

the shop. Everything will be attended to.” 

“Thank you very, very much,” said the grateful Meyer, 
handing the cup to Henry as he left through the ‘No admission’ 
door. 

“Henry!” shouted Markowitz at the top of his lungs, 
“what you mean by talking like a boss when I’m in the office? 
It’s my business; you’re only a bookkeeper, and I’I|——” 

“Sh,—sh—, keep cool,” said Henry soothingly. “Don’t 
shoot off your mouth like a pistil. If you’ll stop and listen 
while I begin to talk, you’ll kiss my hand when I'll finish. I 
want to help you out to keep your promise with Mrs. Meyer 
Gold, so that she should have a husband at home, and he should 
have a home, not a lodge. You leave it tome, Max. I bet you 
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MAKING IT WORTH WHILE 


‘Am I goin’ to have a bath tonight, mother?” “Yes, dear.” “Well, don’t ye 
think I'd better go out an’ get a little dirtier ?” 
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TIN TYPES 


five dollars that in spite of what they got a big grand meeting 
tonight, Meyer Gold will come home oily.” 

“ Alleright, it’s a bet,” said Markowitz, clasping Henry’s 
hand. “I'll be satisfied to lose five dollars if that woman 
shouldn’t come crying around here again.”’ 

Nothing else was mentioned about the lodge and loving 
cup that day except when Henry sent the office 
boy with a package to the engraver. But on the 
following day, when Markowitz entered his office 
there was a telephone call waiting for him. A 
feminine voice spoke to him, while a broad smile 
spread over the flushed countenance of Markowitz, 
as he listened. Finally, he said, “I’m delighted 
to hear it,” and hung up the receiver. 

“Say, Henry,” said Markowitz, turning to his 
brother-in-law. “Mrs. Meyer Gold just had me 
on the wire. She told me that her husband came 
home oily and said he’ll never show his face in 
the lodge again. The loving cup was never pre- 
sented to Past Grandmaster Jacobson and the 
lodge fined Meyer ten dollars. I bet you must 
have had something to do with it. What was it, 
you shegetz?” 

“T put in a milk bottle,” remarked Henry, “in 
the package what Abe took to the engraver, and 
I got the loving cup here. You know milk bottles 
are the loving cups of the home. Five dollars, 


please.” 


A Remote Possibility 
6“ OPE springs eternal in the human breast.” 
e Yes, talk is cheap; but hope is cheaper still 
When all is dark let hope still be your guest, 
For hoping much was never known to kill. 
Then let us to the ball park right away. 
Our team may win sometime—why not to-day? 
Walter G. Doty. 


His First Thought 
A messenger rushed into the financier’s presence 
with the breathless exclamation: “ Your wife tried 
to start the fire with gasoline, and 
“Great Caesar!” ejaculated the startled hus- 
band, ‘‘and gasoline forty cents a gallon!” 


Speaking Politically 


“ Anyway, Bossem always keeps his promises.” 
“That’s nothing much! So does a rattlesnake.” 





LO V E R 8’ 


By 


vith N Y OWN darling little sweetness,’”” quoted Mr. Wheeler. 
*** Tell me that her loves her Bobbie!’ Yes, I was listen 
ing last night! A father has a right to know 
what nonsense is being 
poured into his daugh 
ter’s ears. Such im- 
becility—bah—I can’t 
repeat any more of it 
it’s sickening!” 

Bob Curtis could 
feel his face burning. 
“You—you must 
make allowances,” he 
replied, thickly. ‘* Re- 
member that you 
were young once 

“Yes, I was young 
once, but I was never 
a fool!”” Mr. Wheeler 
thundered, _ bringing 
his fist down on the 
library table with a 
bang. ‘‘And no idiot 
that babbles such rot 
is going to marry Aga 
that’s final. No, I'll 


I’m glad I was! 
































Claude—| may have remained a trifle late, 
but her remarks were too pointed. 

Clarence—What did she say ? 

Claude—Told me their lease was about 
to expire. 


that settle it, 


” 


tha. Let man 
not hear another word 
Half an hour later, Curtis was home again, absent-mindedly 
trying to sort out the contents of a drawer in his writing-desk. 
“*He’s said such things himself in his time,” he reflected, 
disconsolately. ‘I wish I could make him realize it.” 
Suddenly he caught sight of a something in a corner of the 
drawer. He brought it out and looked it over carefully. Then 
he held it thoughtfully for a long time 
“Could it be done?” he asked himself. 
try! I've everything to win and nothing to lose. 
I leave my hat?” 
He reached the Wheelers’ house again before many minutes 
had passed. 


young 


“By George, I'll 
Where did 


OUR CITIZEN SOLDIERY 
Captain—Here, Jenkins, what the deuce do you think you're doing > 
Private Jenkins—I'm knockin’ off, captain. The twelve o'clock 

whistle has just blown. 


JOSEPH 
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“Tell Mr. Wheeler I have some property of his I'd like him 
to identify,” he instructed the servant. It was with only 
some difficulty, however, that he secured admission to the 
presence of Agatha’s father. Mr. Wheeler was still in the library, 
whence the daylight was now beginning to fade. He was seated 
before the open grate, in which a fire had been lighted. 

“T’ve let you in here again because you said you had some 
thing*belonging to me,” he greeted. ‘* What the devil it can be, 
I don’t know. If this is only a ruse, you are wasting your 
time.” 

“TI didn’t think it advisable to tell any one except yourself 
just what it is that I have,” Curtis answered. “I have some 
letters which I believe are yours. Let me explain how I come 
to have them. You recollect that when you had your house 
refurnished some time ago, you sold the old furniture at auc- 
tion. I bought, among other things, a writing desk. These 
were in the drawer. I intended to speak to you of them before, 
but I forgot.”’ 

‘“*No doubt—no doubt!” 

“Of course, I read them in the effort to find out whom 
they belonged to,’ Curtis went on. ‘“‘The handwriting looks 
like yours. They are addressed to the lady who is now Mrs. 
Wheeler, and bear dates shortly previous to your marriage to 


her.” 


wit 
Yr, 


Sue—He seems perfectly all right, but investigate him, my dear. 
Myra—Oh, no! I have utter confidence in him. And besides, 
I might find that he wasn't. 


“T’ll look at them—no, I've mislaid my glasses. Have they 
my name signed to them?” 

‘“*There’s no full name to any of them,” Curtis replied, taking 
from his pocket a small package tied with red ribbon. ‘But 
your name is Samuel, isn’t it, Mr. Wheeler? Most of these 
are signed ‘ your own Sammie.’”’ 

‘*What—confound you 

“T’ll read some of them to you—perhaps you'll remember 
them,” Curtis offered. He selected an envelope, and took a 
folded sheet of paper from it. ‘‘ This one begins: ‘My sweetest 
little honeysuckle.’”’ 

‘*What—I never—’”’ interposed Mr. Wheeler. 

‘“**The words of the poet,’’’ Curtis read on, pretending not to 
notice the interruption, ‘***how silver sweet sound lovers’ 
tongues by night” rise to my mind, little brown eyes, when | 
think of the sweet words I murmured in your ears but a few 
short hours ago when I clasped you close ad 
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“WHAT'S IN A NAME?”— 


Good heaven, can I ever 

have been so—”’ 

—-to my bosom. As I 
pen these lines the image of 
your fairy form flits before 
my mind.’”’ (Mrs. Wheeler’s 
form could now hardly be 
called a fairy one.) 

“Young man, 

have those, and 
you—” 

““My feeble pen cannot 
hope to express the longing that fills my heart. All I can 
say is that I send you oceans of love and millions of kisses.’”’ 

“Let me have those letters, young man, and I'll pay 
you-—””’ 

“On second thought, Mr. Wheeler, it seems to me that you 
can hardly be expected to remember the letters after this lapse 
of time. I'll give them to Mrs. Wheeler—they’re addressed 
to her.” 

“Good God—no! no! no!” Mr. Wheeler implored. “To tell 
you the truth, I don’t remember writing them. But I do recol- 
lect that—that I wasn’t myself at the time. I may have acted 
foolishly—yes, I may. We were speaking of a certain matter 
when you were in here last——’”’ 

“Why, yes, so we were! Have you given it any thought?” 

“Yes—yes—I've been thinking that you’re not such a bad 
young fellow after all. Give me those letters, and you can marry 
Agatha—you have my word on it.” 

“Tf I give them to you, what will you do with ther 

“Just let me have them, and you'll soon see.”’ 

Curtis handed him the packet. Mr. Wheeler whirled around 
and flung it into the fire. Then he stood, poker in hand, prod- 
ding the heap of blazing paper to see that no scrap of it escaped 
destruction. 

Curtis slipped quietly from the room. 
Agatha. 


let me 
I'll give 


m??”? 


Outside he found 
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ONE OF THE STATIONS ON OUR LINE 


“‘Oh, I’ve been terribly wicked,” she whispered. ‘I’ve been 
listening. Father didn’t look at those letters, did he?” 

“No,” Curtis answered, with a smile. ‘‘Why?” 

“Because mamma burned all papa’s letters to her a couple 
of years ago—I helped her.” 

Curtis only smiled again and kissed her. 

And in the library Mr. Wheeler chuckled with unholy glee 
as he gazed gloatingly at the smouldering remains of Bob 
Curtis’ tailor’s bills. 


A Dry Season 
“Yep!” said Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 
“Tt’s pretty tollable dry out my way. It’s got so, in fact, that 
about half of the time three or four of my smallest children get 
practically covered up while playing in the road and can’t be 
found till their Maw yells for ’em to come to dinner or an au- 
tomobile comes ripping along and knocks ’em out of the dust.” 


Newlywed—Hang it all! Agnes never leaves a thing where I can 


it, except my pen, ink, and check book ! 





NCE in a while you see a maid, in plain habiliments ar- 
rayed, a damsel thoughtful, sweet and wise, who takes 
delight in making pies. Good, sane ambitions fill her head; 

she’d rather make stem-winding bread, or beat the neighbor- 
hood on jam, or boil and spice a fragrant ham, or make a stew 
of German carp, than slam some music from a harp, or paint a 
picture of green cows that in a purple pasture browse. Once in 
a while you meet this lass, but from your vision soon she'll pass, 
for all the young men, far and near, will want to marry such a 
dear, and she is quickly borne away, to make some wigwam 
glad and gay. 

Once in a while you see a lad who doesn’t know more than 
his dad, who seems quite willing to confess that he may know 
a whole lot less. He is a cheering wight, in sooth, in these 
brave days of chesty youth, when springalls, arrogant ox talk, 
will crowd their parents off the walk. Once in a while you see 
the boy whose humble manner is a joy; who listens with at 
tentive ear, when graybeards talk of yesteryear, but he will not 
delight you long, for such a boy is never strong. The chicken- 
pox or else the mumps will shortly make him bump the bumps. 
The measles or the whooping cough will come along and take 
him off. We cannot keep that lad alive, but all the chesty 
youths survive. 

Once in a while you find a gent in whom fine qualities are 
blent. His conversation isn’t yawps about the weather and the 
crops; nor does he yet your spirit jade, by telling you how 
much he made. He doesn’t, like the tiresome sticks, forever 
prate of politics; he is no fan for games of cards, but he can talk 
of books and bards, and charm you for an hour or more with 
chunks of half-forgotten lore. O, prize him, for he’ll vanish 
soon! He’s transient as the rose of June. He will not long 
adorn the town; a motor car will run him down. Doom seeks 
that man and breaks his neck, but all the bores remain on deck. 


Dietary 


She—Before we were married said I looked good 


enough to eat. 
He—I know, but there was not any pure food law then 


you 


His Lost Faith 
“Neighbor Yaw had no faith in banks and hid a hundred 
dollars in the barn,” related honest Farmer Bentbacker. “ A bull 
calf ett it up, and now Neighbor Yaw ain’t got any more faith 
in barns and bull calves than he formerly had in banks.” 


HOW TO USE A LIBRARY 
ON’T interrupt and say that you know already. That 
you can read, and take notes, and select the latest 
editions don’t count. It is all a personal matter, but 
it must apply to the greatest number, the mass. 

Mind the rules, and fix your face properly as you enter. 
Look wise, but not too wise. Remember that you are not a 
unit; the great reading public is the library unit. Everything 
is planned for it and it alone. On no account decide to discover 
in any public library the last word on any fairly important 
question. All the others are there, but not the last. Perhaps 
the latest edition will be twenty years old, since this gives an 
air of sound conservatism in place of the doubtful last word. 

When you enter and depart observe the technique. Do not 
carry a purse that may worry the books unnecessarily, or, if 
you have such, check it at once, before you are told to. On 
leaving the building, explain to the doorman, while he is inves- 
tigating the volumes you have borrowed, that you realize they 
are charged to you and cannot safely be stolen except temporarily. 

Don’t expect to find the books in any particular order on 
the shelves. The masses do not seem to tax themselves with 
keeping the proper order called for. It is always safest to look 
for a book out of its place. Do not bother the librarians for 
information that is of no great importance. If you do, it will 
be seen at once that you are rather ignorant of library science. 

In a word, the significant thing about a library is its state 
of mind, and if you do not take this into account you deserve 
to be sorry. Remember, not your state of mind, but its state 
of mind. —Tod Chenevix. 


Lovely Woman 

HE man who flatters himself that he understands women 

continues to live in his delusion until he marries one of 
them, and then he finds out that he doesn’t. If Nature had 
intended that we should understand them she would have 
created them differently, and then there wouldn’t have been 
so much in the world to keep us guessing. The Sphinx is 
a riddle because she never says anything. A woman is also 
a riddle, but not for the same reason. A man _ shouldn't 
write about women, not only because he doesn’t understand 
them, but because it is superfluous. A woman can speak for 
herself. —J. J. O'Connell. 


Don’t Worry! 
If you don’t like your job, don’t 
fellow will soon have it. 


worry—some other 





Salesman—Now these pajamas are just what you want. 
Customer—I agree with you; they are much too loud for street wear. 
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EAR MAY: You'll be surprised to 
hear that in a few days I'll be back 

inthe city. Of course you'll remind me 
of my ravings about a summer at Uncle 
Bill’sinnin the Purple Mountains. Well, 
everything’s here, big haze-topped peaks, miles of winding 
roads, the huge white hotel that brings in so many golden 
plunks and dear old Unc and Aunty. But it hasn’t agreed 
with me. Mentally I mean. Physically I’m horribly healthy 
as usual. Uncle’s Inn has fifty guests as the season’s early, 
the three hundred will crowd in later. You wouldn’t think 
Romance would intrude among such a measly bunch of people, 
but that’s the trouble. It has. It all began when on my third 
morning, I saw Peter Cartner in the dining-room. He wasn’t 
young of course or I would never have noticed him, for I despise 
youths. I like Men who have Lived! Anyway at nineteen one 
has had so many idiotic experiences with the young of the male 
species. Well, Peter has a beautiful, sad face, very handsome, 
dark, grey tinged hair and a tall, spare figure. Nothing but 
double adjectives would describe him. Of course, he has lum- 
inous and expressive eyes, for he’s a movie actor. When I 
asked Aunt who the stout, red-faced woman at his table was 
and she said it was his wife, I nearly fainted. Horror upon 
horrors! what ‘“‘mismatched mugs,” as my brother would ex- 
press it. Of course I understood at Peter Cartner’s 
melancholy. He was mourning for the mate he'd missed. 
Right opposite my table sat 
Mrs. Redding, a captivating 
widow just arrived, and | 
amused myself by imagining 
her his wife. It made me for- 
get the awful fishcakes I was 
eating, but of course I never 
dreamed it was anything more 
than a morning rave. You 
can imagine, then, how I felt 
when later hidden in an ar 
bor I saw them meet, change 
color and heard her say: 

“Oh, if you’re here, I sup 
pose I must go.”’ 

And he answered: 

“No—no! I have forgiven 
everything long ago.” 

Of course my fancy burst 
all 
she to 
other 


By OREOLA 


EAP A TEN NL a 


once 


into flames and I saw it 
young lovers parted 

blame—years of pining 
mates—sudden meeting 
revived—yearnings—renunci 
ation—despair! And a wife 
with an August 
It was heart breaking, but 
there was hope for these sun 


love 


sunset face! 
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THEIR CHANCE 


Novice—Do you know anything at all about golf? Passerby—Do 1? Ye ought 
lump on the back o’ my head! 


sh dla 
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dered souls. That hope was ME. | 
have always longed to do something 
great, something for the race, like 
Napoleon or Mrs. Pankhurst. But I 
never was gory. Now I could rise to 
the heights and assist Romance. I could hear her stealing 
near and see her dewy eyes. Yes, I would give these lovers 
THEIR CHANCE. They should snatch from the arid years 
a few golden hours. 

I was wary in my plans. I told Uncle I would entertain 
his guests. I got up all kinds of things. I forbade married 
people to be partners. They kicked, but I asked them hadn’t 
they come away from home for change and rest and pleasure? 
Well, then! Some of them howled, but I don’t see any joke. 
I saw to it that Peter Cartner and Edith Redding were always 
together, tho’ I did it delicately. I fixed Mrs. Redface not by 
hiding her, but making her conspicuous. She swam in publi- 
city. At our dancing contests, she was judge; at our tourna 
ments, prize giver; she was manager of the field sports, leader 
in the drives, guide in the walks, queen at the masked ball and 
heroine of the play. She got so popular she never had a minute 
to herself. I clung to her like a barnacle, asking advice, re- 
tailing gossip, seeking her help, telling my troubles. And for 
all my exertions I was more than repaid by an occasional 
glimpse at the sad, sweet faces of those I helped. All went 
swimmingly and I planned a climb up Old Rocky. I know that 
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mountain like a dress pattern, and we went up gaily one 

afternoon and had refreshments on the top. The trouble was 

we stayed too long, or the storm came up too soon, but in a 

: few minutes everything was plunged in 

darkness, the rain fell, the wind blew. The 

women were scared and screamed. I didn’t. 

I exulted. Could lovers get a better chance 

to cling together for the last time than amid 

the tumult of the elements? The storm 

~S didn’t stop for hours, and then we got lost 

e and had to spend the night on the moun- 

} > ) . tain. It was soppy, sobby and soporitic. I 

% slept by snatches. About midnight, | 

was wakened by the sound of a man’s voice saying anx 
iously: 

“Darling, are you all right?” 

It was Peter Cartner’s glorious bass. I sat up with a thrill. 
Now I would hear Edith Redding’s flutelike reply. But to 
my amazement it was Mrs. Cartner who answered: 

“Yes, Peter.” 

“Well,” he went on savagely, “ if we ever get through this 
alive we'll put two hundred miles in between us and that 
officious towhead of a proprietor’s niece. Here I’ve spent two 
solid weeks mooning round in corners listening to the driveling 
jabber of a former chorus girl who once stole a wad of bills 
from me. Can you beat it when you remember that I've looked 
forward for three years to these weeks with you, with the great- 
hearted woman who lifted me out of drunkenness to decency, 
looked forward to hours and hours of companionship with 
you——” 

“The girl means no harm,” she murmured. ‘She judges 
people by their faces. And yours and mine : 

“Suffering Syphons!”’ he cried. ‘‘Does the Lord mate 
noses or natures? I’ve kept quiet only because you begged me 
to. But now I’m going to tell her the truth. I’m going to 
tell her ys 

“What? what ? Oh Peter 

“Ves,” he raged with fearful brutality. 
She shall know that this is our honeymoon.” 

Of course my spirit lies in a swoon of bitter disappointment, 


“YES—Blast it! 





IN THE SUBWAY 


“T'll be glad to get off your foot, sir, if you'll show me which one it is.” 
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PRE-ARRANGED 


“ Didn't you find it an awful nuisance planning your vacation, old top >” 
“Not me. My boss told me when to go, and my wife told me where.” 


but I might as well give up romance and come back to the 
commonplace and the vulgar. So I'll return to you soon, dear 
May Affectionately yours, 

Betty Butts. 


HOME, SWEET HOME 
’ ID pleasures and palaces, wherever I roam 
In view of the terrible leak in the dining-room ceiling, 
the missing clapboards on the north side, the impossible 
refrigerator, the furnace that needs a new boiler and the 
worn-out rugs in the front hall 
There’s no place quite like home. 


Be it ever so humble, 
Still, considering the marine cellar, the shaky old vintage- 
of-49 parlor chandelier, the horrible old horse-hair sofa that 
needs recovering, the gas range that blows up periodically, 
the bald-headed grass plot in front and the superannuated 
garage behind, I have no hesitation in remarking that 
There’s no place quite like home. 


Lines to a Faithful Friend 
EHOLD my well of ink. 

What wonders are concealed therein, I think! 
Great poems, weighty novels, sombre tomes 
On Science, Music, Law; my fancy roams 
Still farther: Immortality lies there, 

Making that pool of black her Stygian lair; 
l'rom out its waves an Ethiop Venus might 
Start upward, full-born, struggling into light, 
Dripping with sable spray. My strongest link 
With Fame art thou, O Ink! 





And yet, O Ink, 

One virtue hast thou that I cannot blink: 

Great thoughts hide in thee, seeking but a vent, 
The Heavenly Nine couch on thy sediment, 
Prison’d, and eager-waiting their release; 

Noble art thou with contents such as these. 

But when I tremble at the Landlord’s beck, 

\nd write my signature across a cheque, 

Thine other virtues into nothing shrink, 

\nd GREAT art thou, O Ink!—F. Gregory Hartswick 


How It Was 
Friend—Will your salary be 
same, Rastus, now that you are going to war? 
Rastus—Well, my wife’ll keep right on workin’, 
if dat’s what yo’ mean. 


paid just the 





entlemen:We offer you Harmony 
pe Blend _as the newest discovery 
n the art of blending tobaccos ## 


Inthe cream-colored 
nut-brown tin 


{ nnouncement | Harmony Pipe Blend cool and characterful flavor. One is used for its exquisite AROMA— 
" has accomplished one for its “fruity” ricHNEss—one for its delicate PUNGENCy—one 
thing NEW in smoking tobacco. It has succeeded 1n so inti- because of its unusual sweeTNEss—one for its full, mellow “Bony. 

ey blending (or harmonizing) several different choice imported 
domestic tobaccos that it has in reality produced a new, more 
fitful smoke flavor—ABsOLUTELY WITHOUT A TRACE OF DISCORD. 


The result is a new, more delicious flavor — it might be called 
“rich mildness” so delicately does the rich savor of these tobaccos 
shade into mildness. But only your own, most cherished pipe can 
bch of these tobaccos plays its own part in giving Harmony its really reveal to you Harmony’s perfectly balanced taste. 


HARMONY > 


WMA PIPE BLEND @& 


“TO GET IT: At clubs, hotels and most tobacconists. o ie TO THE DEALER: No one knows better than you that smokers 
cannot supply you, enclose 15 cents in stamps, and ; ; have been waiting for a high-grade pipe blend at a reasonable 
ead you this full-sized one-eighth pound tin, postage pre- as price. Order Harmony Pipe Blend from your jobber, one pound or 
& Myers Tobacco Co., 212 Fifth Avenue, New York. more, and it will be sent direct from the factory all charges prepaid. 





























Either—Or 

Er—Schlagen Sie meinen Antrag nicht aus! Wenr 
ich auch ein alter Mann bin 

Sie—Nein . sehen Si als alter Mann sind 
Sie mir wieder zu jung! 

He—Don’t refuse me! 
old man 

She—No—you see 
are really too young! 
Berlin). 


Even if I am an 


for an old man you 
Lustige Blaetter 





Mother (to little girl engaged in grooming 
with a nail-brush a newly born kitten) 
Oh, Maisie, I don’t think that the mummy- 
cat would like to see you doing it that way. 

Maisie—Well, Mummy, I couldn’t lick it. 

Punch (London). 
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How the Martians Look at the War 


Décidément, les Te loiv Ci er une bic 
rande féte: voila bient deux ans qu'ils tirent dé 
ux d'artifice 


The Terrestrials are surely celebrating a 
great event. For two years now they have 
been setting off fireworks.—Le Rire (Paris). 
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Oversea Humor <¢ 





v a” al 
Diplomacy 
Fond mother (who is expecting company) 


Billy, I dare you to go and wash yourself. 


London Opinion. 





Impertinence 
[ erschamt, auf meine Kosten beruhmt werder 


Dichten ertappt 


Employer (as he discovers the bookkeeper 
writing poetry)—What impertinence! Try- 
ing to get famous at my expense.—Meggen 
dorfer-Blaetter (Munich). 


Their Daughters 

Hostess—This is my youngest daughter. 
She makes munitions all day. 

Visitor—How nice! All girls should be 
doing something for the war. I disapprove 
of slackers. My dear girl nearly kills herself 
selling flags.—Punch (London). 























The inspector (eligible for the Army)— 
Now, if you wish to ask me any questions— 

The accuser—P-p-please, sir! Why are 
you not in khaki?— Sketch (London). 


Playing for Safety 
“You're looking very poorly, Mrs. Smale.” 
“Yes, mum; I’ve been to see the doctor, 
but ’e’s away on ’is holidays, so I must wait 
till he comes back. I wouldn't think of 
having the local demons.’’— Tatler (London). 





e 
, 


McDougal (airing his grievance to Acad- 
emy exhibitor)—A barefaced swindle, I ca 
it. Exac’ly the same picters as we saw here 
last week. Why, even in Cupar Fife, which 
is barely half the size o’ Lunnon, they change 
them twice a week.—London Opinion. 
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CELLULOID SONNETS 

















EDNA MAYO 


My rhyming dictionary is profuse 

in phrases of superlative degree, 

But there are moments when it puzzles me 
To mtake decision which ones | should use. 
If | should seek to render you your dues 

To sing your charming femininity, 

Your winsomeness — the safer plan would be 
To use them all —I hesitate to choose. 


I've seen you in the sun of happiness 

And felt the hypnotism of your smile, 
I've seen you in the darkness of distress 

And suffered in your sorrowing the while! 
But glad or sober, Edna, I confess 

I'm for you to a finish; any style! 


—W. Kee Maxwell. 


For the Theatre-Goer 


The season for playgoers has opened in 
New York with unusual promise. Several of 
last season’s successes are still running; 
ind the new play S give eve ry indication of a 
great time coming for lovers of the theatre. 
the earlier offerings are as follows: 

Boomerang, Thr Belasco 

Broadway and Butlermilk—Maxine Elliott's 
(healing Cheater k:ltinge 

Citlization—Criterion 

Far and Warmer— Harris 
Gully Man, The Astor 

Happy Ending, The—Shubert 
His Bridal Night—Republic 
Katinta—Lyric 
I 
I 





Pair of Queens, A—Longacre 

‘ease Help Emily—Lyceum 

Seen Chances—Geo. M. Cohan’s 

dient Witness, The-—Fulton 

somebody's Luggage—48th Street 

Turn to the R ight—Gaiety 

Very Good Eddi Casino 

Washington Square Players (One-act Plavs 
Comedy 

Liegfeld Follies—New Amsterdam 


They All Fall for That 
Sillicus—In trying to please a woman 
Wat is the first thing to do? 
, Cymicus—Make a fool of yourself over 


Where It Falls Down 
Former Hayrick—An ounce of prevention 
‘worth a pound of cure. 
wmer Corncrib—But it doesn’t git ver 
hicter in the paper. 
— 
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ae oonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail 
lamps. C.W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md.(Adv.) 


























v The Best S v 


tory 
Harold Bell Wright 


Has Yet Written 





Over 600,000 Copies Sold 





WHEN 








A MAN’S A MAN 


"Cloth 12mo $1.35 
Illustrations and Decorations by the Author 


A story of the real heart of the life of the unfenced land of ranch 
and range of Northern Arizona. A big, novel with a big, plot, a 
great theme—clean, wholesome, uplifting}—a story of manhood 


Also Just Published —Popular Edition —1,000,000 Copies 
Harold Bell Wright's Great Novel That Broke All Records 


The Eyes of the World— Sellin3, at 50 Cents 


You should see the Clune Film Producing, Co.'s Premier Production of “The Eyes 
of the World,” visualizing, the story in a Cinema-Theatrical Entertainment 


Other Novels by the Same Author 


That Printer of Udell’s—The Shepherd of the Hills—The Calling, of Dan Matthews 
—The Winning, of Barbara Worth—Their Yesterdays 


“Aliterary3em thar wilive” Lhe Uncrowned Kin®, ftrtier sto 
Seven Million Copies of Harold Bell Wright’s Books Have Been Sold 
THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, Publishers 


E. W. REYNOLDS, President 


231-233 West Monroe Street, CHICAGO 4b 





























ROMEIKE’S PRESS 
CLIPPING BUREAU > 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave.. New York 








CARBQNA’ 


Cleaning Fluid — 


Will send you all newspaper clip- 


pings which may appear about you, ; nn “= 
your friends, or any subject on which White shoes 
you may want to be ‘up to date.” are not hard 


Every newspaper and periodical of 
importance in the United States and 
Kurope is searched. 


to keep clean 
if you use Carbona. 
Terms —$5.00 for 100 notices 


Carbona cannot explode. 
15c 25c 50c $1. 













lvasy to use— 
shoes are ready to wear instantly. 


At all druggists. 




















Have You a Photograph Worth $25.00? 


For the best photograph appearing on its pages each month, Leslie’s will offer a prize of $25.00; for the 
second best, $15.00; and for the third, $10.00. The prize pictures and all others accepted by the editors 
will be paid for at the regular rates. Photographs will be judged by Leslie’s editors on 


Size of Print 


Anyone may send pictures and there are no conditions except that the print must not be submitted else- 
where at the same time. Remember, if the picture is accepted, whether it wins a prize or not, it will be 
used and paid for at the usual rates If copyrighted, written copyright release must accompany photo. 


News Interest Reproduction Qualities Promptness in Sending 


Leslie’s wants news pictures and wants them quickly 


Address, Editor Leslie’s 22S Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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Old Man 


Curry is rac- 
ing his string 
of prophet- 
named horses 
again. In “The 
Modern Judg- 
ment of Solo- 
mon,” Charles E. 
Van Loan tells 
another of the 
old man’s amus- 
ing experiences. 
Read it in the 
September 9th 
issue of 


Stacey 
eo 

oll er's 
THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 

416 West 13th Street, New York City 











When Fact Routs Theory 


THE MODERN WOMAy 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By {NNA CADOGAN ETZ 


HIS is the theory : Woman isa lovely fragile creature, not only incaps 

ble of bearing the responsibilities of government but incapable o 
self-government. She stands in constant need of the protection of 
stalwart man, who ever stands bravely in front of her to ward off danger of 
any sort or kind. In asking for the vote she endangers her right to this 
protection. Let her beware lest she fly from the frying pan into the fire! 

These are, at least some, facts: A recent Russian press report describes 
government officials as hiding in little groups in an administration building 
in mortal terror of bands of women armed with spades and pitchforks 
fighting for their homes with a courage and desperation that stopped not 
at the destruction of property or even murder. 

The Russian peasant woman has been catalogued as a stolid, hard 
working creature, warranted never to play the worm and turn on her 
exploiter. Now she stands forth in the lurid light of publicity as a perso: 
who may submit to every indignity from her husband, yet in his absence 
protect her rights and his with Amazonian vigor. 

Che government, so the story goes, has checked the uprising by yielding 
to the demands of the women that there shall be no reapportionment of th: 
land during the absence of their men at the front. The Russian goven 
ment that is wont to reply to rebellions of men with Siberia, imprisonment 
and death yields to the uprising of women! Women, voteless, unorganized 
and uneducated, get what they want from government when they want it! 
Somebody please bring the waste-basket while we dump in all the current 
theories about the relative strength, courage, and political capacity of me 
and women, including the approved theory of the proper and only way for 
women to realize their desires! = 


Free Love and Votes for Women 
6¢— WANT to talk to you a few minutes about woman suffrage,” said the 
smiling, ingratiating suffrage canvasser to the housewife who answered 
her knock. But the housewife drew herself up to her full height and sternly 
replied as she closed the door in the face of the astounded suffragist, “| 
would have you know that I love my husband.” 

“Dear Madam, * so runs a letter from an anonymous gentlemai 
friend of “The Cause,” “there is a general belief that the women, if they 
vote, will favor feminism, or, in other words, free love. If you would clear 
this point up in your articles, it would bring you many votes from met 
who are in doubt on the question,” and the letter was cordially signed 
‘Well Wisher.”’ 

Shades of Lucy Stone and Elizabeth Cady Stanton and the long line of 
faithful wives who have championed votes for women amid the rush of a 
completely domesticated life! The suffragist calls on one and all but in 
vain. The archives of suffragedom are stuffed with the pictures of leading 
sufiragists surrounded by admiring offspring and with husband’s beaming 
approving eye descending on the group from the background. All in vain. 
Men are so inherently modest, they rate their own charms so low, that 
nothing can make them believe that their wives won't run off with the first 
book agent who appears at the door if women are not amenable to laws 
made by men only. 

Anyone can see the connection between voting and the food supply and 
with a host of domestic concerns, but never has the issue of free love been 
decided at the polls. Would that the doubters might cheer up. Would that 





they might glimmer the fact that if the wife were set free from the harking 
care of protecting food and water and morals from an all infesting politica 
blight; if she could vote to remove the cause and thus escape suffering from 
the consequences of imperfect city housekeeping: then she might indeed be 
free for free love—free in fact to love her husband without having to keep 


one corner of her mind’s eye on the garbage can and the erratic municipa 
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controlled gas meter. If men but knew it, free love Is exactly what te 


want: free love from free wives. 








Identified 
titendant in Accident Ward—We don’t know who h is 


is in a critical condition 
Wife—That’s John! What did he criticize particularly 


madam, but ne 
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APPYFAT hero that all the children 
like. ‘This ph tograph shows him pos d 
specially for the representative of FILM FUN 


sho interviewed him recent! 


If you would like to have 
the big motion-picture per- 
formers talk to you about 
themselves, they will do it 
for you each month in Film 
Fun. 


You will enjoy the play 
more when you see it on the 
screen if you know the “‘in- 
side” of its production and 
getacquainted with its heroes 
and heroines. 


You can meet your favor- 
ites informally in the columns 
of Film Fun. Besides their 
chatty stories and the strik- 
ing pictures of the new fea- 
tures soon to be released you’l1 
find the magazine full of 
laughter and fun all its own. 


Ten cents a copy, $1.00 a year 


FILM FUN 


% Fifth Avenue New York 
hiblished by the Leslie-Judge Co. 








A Job for Somebody 

EK emphatically demand an imme- 

diate revision of the game and fish 

laws the country over! They must be 
fewer, and wordier! 

Why not go ahead and include in them 

a description of the creatures that need 

\fter getting the penalty 

fixed up for violating the trout law, say: 

‘A trout is a deceitful, hungry-acting 

fish, built very slippery on his outside so 


protecting. 


he can get through the water, or your 
grasp, in a big rush. He bites liberally 
up until five inches in age.” Such a 
sentence would help a fellow more than 
a litth. ‘A squirrel is an autumn- 
colored kidder who hides back of a knot 
hole, or limb, and barks down at you, 
hoping every minute that something 
gets in your eye, or you trip on a stump 
or log. He is very nervous. When you 
shoot at him, the explosion causes him 
to jump so much that he unconsciously 
dodges many a bullet.””. Hook that infor 
mation onto the end of the squirrel laws 
and improve them a lot. 

rhe first time you have six or seven 
spare years on your hands, look up what 
the statistics have to say about the mat 
ter. We already have done so, otherwise 
we would gladly refrain from stating 
that the figures are startling. Ninety 
eight percent of the would-be Nimrods 
of to-day don’t know the difference 
between a quail and a jay-bird, or 
between a rabbit and a young pig. One 
of every hundred anglers can tell an eel 
from a big mouth bass. 

When we go fishing, we include in our 
make-up a pail. When something with 
fins on him gets caught, he is retained 
in the pail while we look up and try like 
everything to find out his name, and 
whether or not we'd better let him loose 
again, and quickly. 

Not long ago we went hunting in a 
woods and discovered a quiet, modest- 
acting furry animal sitting on a stump a 
few trees’ distance from us. We took aim 
and started to pull the trigger. Then we 
stopped and got our copy of the game 
and fish laws out to spend an hour in 
vainly striving to learn what we were 
firing at, and how much money would 
we save by being a miserable shot, or 
none at all?) The strange beast snuck off 
while we were nosing the book, and we 
didn’t get another glimpse at him. <A 
change must come!—Leslie Van Every. 


An Asset 
She—My husband, unfortunately, is 
always misunderstood. 
The Senator—Unfortunately? Why, 
madam, it will be the making of him if 


he goes to ( ongress. 


Tragedy and Comedy ! 
“(Great Heavens!” cried the tragedian 
‘now am I undone!” 
*Never mind murmured the sou 
brette, “IT won’t look!” 


Cooks knows 









300 Commonwealth Ave., near Massachusetts Ave. 
subway station, four minutes to theatres and shops. 





no other dul y 
than to please 
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Visitors to Boston 
hould know about the 


idotel JOuritan 


The Puritan is an especially comfortable house 
ith reasonable rates. Globe trotters call it one of the 
t comfortable and homelike kotels in the world. 


Your inquiries gladly answered. E. P. Costello, Mgr. 
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MELLOW 
AS 
MOONLIGHT 













HIGHBALL made with Cascade 
Pure Whisky wins the praice of 

connoisseurs and the approval of all 

for its rich, smooth mellowness. 
Orieinal Bottling 

Has Old Gold Label 


GEO. A. DICKEL & CO., Distillers 
Nashville, Tenn. “-B 

















The Commonsense Beverages | 


of persons who seek to live 
long and well 








Bottles and Splits. All Good Dealers. 
Established 1786 


FREE Trial 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chests 
Your choice of 75 styles of the fa 
nous Piedmont genuine Southern 
Red Cedar Chests. 15 days free 
trial. We pay the freight. A Pie 
mont protects furs, woolens and 
plumes from moths,mice, dust and 
dat Distinctively beautiful 
Finest Xmas or wedding gift Write today eae big new catalog 
with reduced prices. Mailed free to you. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 65. 





Cc. 4. EVANS & SONS HUDSON, N. Y. 








New Low Factory Prices 


Statesville, N. C. 








now buys a cazziin 7em. 
brilliance is etcrnal—thcv stand fre and acid 
tests cut glass like Giasnende. ba 
thir ti @ a8 much. . The eal 
ns. Sold on FreeTrial. vt M1 





HAROLD LACHMAN COMPANY 
a. Avense, 0 95 = 





HENRY LINDENMYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE| 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Blee-*er Street 
Branch Wareho :ses 
‘man Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J 
‘LL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


20 Bee 











simple thing to patent? rotect your ide as, they may bring you 
—— Write for * Needed Inventions” and ‘How to Get Your 
Patent and Your Money.’ Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, 
Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 


With the College Wits 


Infected 
There once said a fellow named Gage, 
Who lived in this tea-dancing age, 
“My feet won’t keep still 
For in hist’ry they thrill 
At the footnotes on each little page.’ 
Lam poon. 


Indirect Vision—‘ What color dress did 
Marie have on last night?”’ 

“IT dunno, but—’ 

“But what?” 

“If it matched her stockings 

“Veah?” 


“It was dark blue.”’—Gargoyle. 





Oh 


Chaparral. 


. what a relief! 


You Win! 
out last night that you couldn't see 
hand three inches from your eyes. 

Fresh—Huh! that’s nothing. It was so 
dark night before last that the coal-pile in 
our back-yard looked like a snow-driit! 
Burr. 


Soph.—Say, it was so dark 


your 


Fine!—Sweet Young Thing—And how 
are you fellows located down there? 

Stude—Oh! fine—fine; a suite of four 
rooms bedroom and three wardrobes. 


Punch Bowl. 


Squirrel Food—The fellow whosits down 
to a ham sandwich and a glass of beer and 
says it’s as good as squab and champagne 
isn’t an optimist—he’s an unadulterated 
NUT.—Punch Bowl. 


A Thought—/ gnorance—Why do they 
call the faces of pieces of money “Heads” 
and * Tails’? 

Bliss Oh, 
expressions. 


I suppose they coined those 
-~Pur ple Cow. 


Class in History—/nstructor—What 
jurisdiction was reserved to the Ecclesiastical 
Courts after the Constitution of Clarendon? 

Student (unwittingly misogynistical) 
Oh, jurisdiction over matrimony and other 
petty offenses! —Gargoyle ° 


Out of the Mouths of Babes—Teacher 

Tommy, what is the possessive form of 
Mr. Vail? 

Tommy—Mrs. Vail.—Record. 


Speaking of Fashions or Art—The 
old order changeth, yielding place to nude. 
California Pelican. 
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~ WALLNUTS _ 
ALLNUTS,” by James Mont. 
gomery Flagg, and “Reddy 
Maid Suits,” by Mary Lane 
McMillan, are two Judge covers that 
our readers have been asking for. A 
number have been made up into Ar 
Prints, mounted on a_ heavy mat, 
10 x 12, ready for framing. 
Both pictures are printed in full colors, 
exactly as they appeared on the covers 
of Judge, and they make an attractive 
decoration for any room. 
Fifty cents brings both the prints, pos 
free, or if desired, either will be sold 
separately for 25c apiece. 
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Passing 


the Obstructionist 


the Grounds 





York City 
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j +> 


Wallnuts” # 


the Mustard 


“Why have you pitched that tent in your 





tducating the Family 


ard?” a ' ; 
Well, [ have a large family and I’m persuading them to take turns sleep- 


yt there. By the time I get through nobody will want to go camping 
summer.” Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Jis Mistake—J udge (inte rrupting long-winded lawyer)—Can’t you 
it for granted that I understand an ordinary point of law? 

awyer (coolly)—Your honor, that’s the mistake I made in the lower 
t where I lost my case.—Boston Globe. 

in Expert “Why do you call Bliggins an expert accountant? He 
up on figures. fa 

No, but there isn’t any phenomenon in the universe that he doesn’t 
me to be able to account for. "— Washington Star. 

Jer Husband Did—* Do you take any periodicals?” asked the min- 
on his first round on parish visit. 
Well, I don’t,” replied the woman, 
t. Ido wish you'd try to get him to sign the pledge. 


“but my husband takes ’em fre- 
New York Sun. 


“He said if he could put anything in my way 
gladly do it.” 
You bet he will; 
it Free Press. 


he’s the champion obstructionist of the age.” 


t Often Happens So—//e—How did you come out financially with 
entertainment for the Old Ladies’ Home? 
he—The old ladies owe us $50.—Fucts and Fancies. 
“So old Williams is looking for a divorce from his 
ig wife. On what grounds?” 
On the grounds of economy, I guess.” —Brooklyn Eagle 

‘otal Loss—Binks—Was the loss on Brown’s dwelling total? 
inks—Yes; the neighbors saved six umbrellas, but recognized them all. 
tiladel phia Bulletin. 
Y Course Not—‘Does your husband do foolish things with his 


wy”? 


Well, I wouldn’t say that. He gives it all to me.”"—Detroit Free Press. 


er serious, will it? 
Boston Globe ° 


ractice—Patient—But—er 
oung M. D.—Only for me! 


the operation won't be 
1 never tried it before. 


i Bright Remark Wasted 

. Perhaps you've heard her? 
Irs. Newcome (with great seli-restraint)— I've heard the piano. 
[rs. Nexdore—VYes, my daughter Mary is very musical. 

firs. Newcome—Ah! You have two daughters, then?—M usical 


Mrs. Nexdore—My daughter plays the 


America. 


heapened—‘ That's a fine dog you have. 
I'll sell him for $1o.”’ 

Is he intelligent?” 

Intelligent! Why, that dog knows as much as I do.” 

You don’t say so! Well, I'll give you $5 for him.” —Dallas News. 


Do you want to sell him?” 


ipproved—‘ Well, Peleg, how do you tind the encyclopedia the feller 
approval?” 

Seems to be all right. 
ier-Journal. 


Louisville 


Ain’t no errors in it so fur as I kin see.” 


s Usual—* Dearie,” 
running for?” 

He just hit the ball.” 
[know, but is he required to chase it, too?’ 


asked his wife at the ball game, “what is that 


De ‘troit Free Press. 


trtinent Query lend me 
could make $75. 


tarl—How would you make the other twenty-five? 


1 Right, but 


Spenditt—I say, old chap, if you would 


Boston Transcript. 
“What 


does your wife think of woman suffrage 


the says it’s all right,” replied Mr. Meekton. “Only she’s afraid 
of the women are learning a little of the trickery of practical politics 
their husbands.”—IVashington Star 


Witty Colonial Dame—The women of the olden d: Lys in our coun- 
te not lacking in mother wit. A host who was carving a pig at 








The moderate man is a boon to the 
community. Being neither narrow 
minded nor over indulgent he is the 
balance wheel of American life. 


And it is to the moderate man that 
we direct our best effort in making 
a remarkably mild and mellow 


Whiskey -—-Wilson — Real Wilson — 
That’s All! 


The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle 


FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for 
mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 315 Fifth Ave., N. Y. That's All! 





hit " a MM UNA Ma ut aM MAL 








OPEN ALL THE YEAR 


_ 





GheGLEN SPRINCS 


Watkins, N. Y., on Seneca Lake 
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A Mineral Springs HEALTH RESORT 


known as 


THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM 


In Private Park with miles of graded walks for Oertel hill = 
climbing On the Southern Tier Highway, all macadam. : 


Attractive and Well-kept Golf Course 
Miniature Golf Clock Golf Tennis Motoring 


THE ONLY PLACE IN AMERIC oer THE NAUHEIM 
BATHS ARE GIVEN WITH A NATURAL BRINE 


THE BATHS : ire meee A connected with the Hotel 


and complete in all appointments for 
Hydrotherapy, Electrotherapy 1nd Mechanotherapy 
‘FOUR MINERAL SPRINGS. The Bathing Springs are similar to 
the waters of Bad Nauheim in the proportions of Calcium Chloride and 
Sodium Chloride, but are about five times as strong. The Radium 
Emanation from Brine Spring No. 1 averages 68 Mache Units per 
liter of water and is due to Radium Salts in Solution. 
Uns ur passe d adt oe s for the treatment of Heart, Circulatory, Kidney, 
Ni 


and HOTEL 
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utritional and Nervous Disorders; Rheumatism, Gout and Obesity. 
Illustrated Booklets and latest reports on Mineral Springs mailed 
on request. 
Tm Tee a Pe ON aR a de / 































zits DIAMONDS: , 
ff ANDWATCHES & 


ON CREDIT i 


GREAT DIAMOND SALE 


The most astounding sale of perfect 
cut diamonds ever offered. 
TERMS LOW AS $1.50 PER MONTH 
This is your opportunity to get that 
long wanted diamond at a bargain. 
This is an extraordinary saving. 
SPECIAL $39.50 GENUINE 
DIAMOND RING 
A wonderful value $4.50 per month. 
A written guarantee with every purchase 

you make from ALFRED WARE. 
SENSATIONAL ELGIN WATCH SALE. 
$12.50 Elgin Watch 17 Ruby Jewels 25 
—_ guaranteed double gold strata case. 
actory tested and adjusted. 
Payments $2.00 Per Month. 


30 Days Trial 
No Money Down Express Paid 
Any watch ee want on easy payments. 
sure to send for our 96 page catalogue. 
2000 suggestions, Watches, Jewelry, Diamonss. 
This book describes our big bargains in all lines 
All sold on Easy Payments and Free Trial. 
Send for it this minute. A postal will bring it. 
ALFRED WARE COMPANY. Dept. 592 St. Louis. Mo. 








Earn $3,000 to $10,000 Annually 
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— Piano! 
| This Interesting Free Book 


shows how you can become a skilled player 
of piano or organ in jour own home, at 
- one-quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 
Famous Written Method is endorsed by leading musicians and heads 
of State Conservatories. Successful 25 years. Plav chords at once and com 
plete piece in every key, within 4 lessons. Scientific yet easy 'o understand. 


Fully illustrated. F or Gegians . or teachers, ol! = Be ng . C. isic free. 
Diploma grantex r 64-page book, w to Stucly 
ML SuINN CONSERVATORY, Box $50 J. ( * CHICAGO, “TLL. 





















BAR EXAMINATION GUARANTEE. 


mue and S8th Street, Ch 


Our simple method of 
home law instruction fits 


CENT. 109 books —a complete law library — furnishea every 
ay 


You pay 
s —in small instaliments. Tuition refunded Pit ie. 
Satie SEND POSTAL FOR 60-PAGE FREE BOOK TODAY! 


AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE 
Dept, 2546, Drexel Ave . icago, U. S.A. 




















E PaSE ie 


IN HANDY TUBES 

























ink pencils at moc 
PCeS- Order 





Two Sizes— 
ty and 5 ins 
Extra Size—S inches 
(black only) $1.25 

FREE—liberal supply of ink with 
retail orders. igents Wanted. Big Profits 


J.J. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St.. New York 















sine “Vyican” Ink Pencils 


The ON LY perfect, non- awe - ae 


$] 














SECURED OR FEE RETURNED. | 


Actual search and report FREE. Send 
sketch or model. 1916 Edition, 90-page 
patent book free. My patent sales ser- 


vice gets full value for my clients. Prompt service. Personal service 
GEORGE P. KIMMEL, 225 Barrister Bldg., Washington, D. ©. 


a dinner more than a hundred years ago 
took a rib of the pig and, holding it up 
before the ladies, said: “‘Ladies, I believe 
that this is what the first of your sex was 
made of.”’ 

“Yes, it was,”’ calmly replied one of the 
ladies, ‘and from very much the same kind 
of a critter.”—The Christian Herald. 


A Hillbilly Lyric 
Che song birds love the leafy trees; 
The houn’ dog loves his pack o’ fleas; 
rhe cutworm loves the early dew 
\n’ I love you 
I’m not in love with yer hairy pa; 
Ner with ver lean, redheaded ma; 
Ner with yer husky brothers, Bill 
\n’ Josh an’ Dan an’ Van an’ Till; 
Ner with ver sisters, Kate an’ Nan 
An’ Mag, an’ twin, Malissy Ann; 
Ner with yer ‘ean 8 gol dratted goat 
That pet o’ yourn) thet chawed my coat; 
Ner with the cat, ner with the dogs; 
Ner with the chickens or the hogs; 
Ner with the ole ramshackle place ; 
No, sir, indeed! That's not my case 
I hang aroun’ because you're thar 
Or tharabouts, O shootin’ star! 
Vew Dork Sun. 


Disillusion—** What is the farmer spray- 
ing his plants with?”’ 

“Paris green.” 

‘To make them green? Dear me, | 
thought nature's tints were natural.’’— Pitts 
burgh Post 


It Was the Cat—Futher—Tommy, stop 
pulling that cat’s tail. 

Tommy—I'm only holding the tail, the 
cat’s pulling it!—Peurson’s Weekly 


Slight Leanings—" What are you con 
ning there?” 

‘The Darwinian theory.” 

“Do you believe in the Darwinian the 
ory?” 

“T can't sav. expe rience bears it out to 
some extent when we consider man’s tend 
ency to make a monkey of himself.” — Leuis 
ville Courier-Journal. 


A Smile—* Can you tell me what a smile 
is?” asked a gentleman of a little girl. 

“Ves, sir; it’s the whisper of a laugh.” 
London Answer 


Which? “Oh papa! * exclaimed the 
sweet young thing, “I got something in my 
eye this afternoon while out walking.” 

“Did it have wings or trousers, dear?” 
asked wise papa Yonkers Statesman. 


Illusion —* Bliggins is an impressive sort 
of person.” 

“Ves He’s one of those peopk who 
manage to have a superior manner mistaken 
for a superior mind.”’—IVashington Star. 


Perfect Fit—Clara Is she satisfied with 
her divorce suit? 

Bella—Ves. she wouldn’t have it altered 
for the world.—Chicago Herald. 


Its Limitations—‘**The auto seems to 
be generally supplanting the horse.” 

‘True, but it has its limitations. They 
haven’t invented one yet that will take a 
hurdle or a water jump.”’—Lonisville Cour- 
ier-J ournal. 





If you're thinking of 
buying 
driven v dicks or boat, 


but are in doubt as to 

what particular type is beg 
suited to your needs, H. W. 
# editor of 
pe lie’ s "Mowe De ‘partment, 
will give you unbiased jp. 
formation that will help you 
solve the problem. 


Mr. Slauson is an automo- 
who Is In an 





settle motor questions. 


or yeais he has been studying 
problems of thousands of 
own experi- 


ence and his complete 


promptly and 
1 y matter relat- 
ing to automobiles, motor-cycles, 
motor boats, motor trucks. 
This service ) 
Judge readers ¢ 
any charge or obligation. 


ing his expert advice 


Motor Department Leslie’s Weekiy 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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Shear Steal 


And Gets Married 
We read a lot of gibes and jokes 
About love by the sea, 
Describing how the summer folks 


Display frivolity 


The season is a dizzy whirl 
But be it understood 
That now and then a summer virl 
Does get engaged for good 
Kansas ¢ ily Journa 


Encouragi a" Mert \ '? exclaimed 
Mrs. Diggs. ~ The baby is chewing on your 
pot ket edition ol Epic tetus.”’ 

“Indeed,” replied Professor Diggs, with 
, proud and happy look. “Let the child 
alone. It is seldom that a mere infant shows 
such a pronounced taste for the classics.” 


Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Realistic “Did you read Scribler’s 
novel of suburban life?” 

“Ves: I found it extremely realistic.” 
“You surprise me. I thought it was as 
dull as ditch water.” 

“Well, so is suburban life.”.—New York 
World. 


Dreams—Buchelor (sadly)—I dreamed 
last night that I was married. The alarm 
lock woke me. 

Benedict (more sadly)—I dreamed last 
ight that I was single. The twins woke me. 


Buffalo Ne 1S 


Too Much of It—‘'T tell you,” said the 
ral estate agent, “there isn’t a finer resi- 
lence development on earth than this. Just 
lok at the wonderful s« encry Pay 

‘The scenery is all right,’ replied the man 
ho was looking for a home. ‘The only 
touble is there’s too much of it between 
here and the city.”’—Milwaukee News. 


A Good Ciimber —‘‘Is your new motor 
agood hill-climber?”’ 

Fine,” replied Mr. Chuggins. “I only 
ish it would draw the line at hills. Some- 
times it wi ints to try a tree box or a tele- 


gaph pole.” Dallas News 


Pa and the Circus—/ ones I su ppose, 
merely as a matter of parental duty, I shall 
have to take that boy to the circus. 

Mrs. Jones—But I don’t want him to go 
this year. 

Jones—Then I shall have to go alone. 


Facts and Fancies. 


She Wanted to Know —“How long 
idyou stay in your last place?” 
[wo weeks. mum, and before I agree 
tome to work for you I should like to 
tow how long you kept the last girl you 
Detroit Fre Press. 


Political Philosophy —‘Some of the 
lings you have said deserve to be remem 
md forever,” said the admiring friend. 

I don’t desire any such recognition,” 
med Senator Sorghum. * The success of 
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GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 














. “Its parity has ude it f ous 
Oc the case of six glass stoppered bot tles. (ADVT.) 
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If you can draw a little and want 
to draw more, you have an op- 
portunity to learn at small expense 
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on Making the 
World Laugh 
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to yourself. 
EUGENE. ZIMMERMAN has 


an established reputation as a 
cartoonist. 


He has put some of the tricks of 
his trade into a book. 


“CARTOONS AND 
CARICATURES” 


bound neatly in *4 morocco which 


will be sent to you prepaid on 


receipt of $1.00. 


Pin a dollar to the coupon below and send it in today. 


ZIM BOOK 


Heeeeeeeaiae PUCUERUUEEEODETE ED EEEEEE EE 


9-9 Brunswick Bldg., 225 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. City 


Enclosed is one dollar, please send Cartoons and Caricatures to 


Name 





Add ress 
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America’s least - known 
oreat man— 


Very little is known to the public 
of John D. Archbold, President 
of the Standard Oil Company. 


In this week’s LESLIE’S appears 
an intimate sketch of his life. 


This is the seventh of B. C. Forbes’ re- 
markable series on “The Men Who Are 
Making America,” appearing each week in 
LESLIE’S. The articles in their entirety 
will make up the greatest history of modern 
American enterprise ever written. 
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Donald Thompson, Leslie War Photographer, who 
has just returned from Italy and France, has some 
** first-time” trench pictures in this issue. 
. 9 . . * os > aschoae 12 YP 
Leslie's for a year, including the articles which have already ap- 
peared, will be sent for Five dollars. 


Leslie 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


Established in 1855 


‘TH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 
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a man in my position sometimes depends on 
the ease with which his previous obserya. 
tions can be forgotten.” —IW ashington Stor 


Used to Be—Newcomer (at resori), 
this a restful place? 

Native Well, it used ter be until fol} 
began comin’ here for to rest, —Bosio 
Transcript. 


Didn’t Envy Them—“Don‘ you 
sometimes envy the idle rich?” 

“No,” replied Farmer Corntassel, “] 
know men that haven't a dollar who ca 
be just as idle as anybody.”—}I “ashinglon 
Star. : 


Where Pa Fell Down—“ We dined oy 
last night. Pa disgraced US aS usual” 

“How was that?” “He got to the end of th 
dinner with | three forks and two spoons 
still unused.””—Chicago Herald. 


Just For Style—‘“Is your wife fond of 
athletics?” 

“Not at all. She just wears that spor 
suit because she thinks she looks cute i 
t..""— Detroit Free Press. 


Hadn’t Seen It—* Has the furnace gon 
out, Bridget?” “It didn’t come through 
here, mum.”’—Facts and Fancies. 


Canny—Cuawtlious wife—Dinna pay th 
fares yet, Angus. They may drap a bon 
on us, and then ve'd ha’ thrown guid money 

— > : . 
awa.’—Passing Show. 


Heartless Dad—* You sha!! not mary 
the cub, and that settles it.” 
“But he loves me, father. Vows | 
would die for me.” 
“T have no objection to that. Tell hir 
to insure his life in your favor and go ahead 
—Kansas City Journal. 


Had Weighed It— 7 ve marketer—Arer 
you wasting a good deal of that steak 
trimming it? 

The butcher—No, ma’am; I weighed i 
first.-—Toledo Blade. 


It Depends “Telephones are great 
time savers, aren't they?” 

“Well, that depends upon who calls you 
up.”’—Boston Transcript. 


Doomed — Anxious Mother — Yount 
Millyuns seems to be quite friendly with 
you of late. Do you know what his inter 
tions are? 

Pretty Daughter—No, and 1 don’t ar 
but I know what mine are.—Jndianape 
Star 


And Another Fourth—Bacon—l * 
about one-fourth of the area of the United 
States is still covered by forests. . 

Egbert—And another fourth, I expec 
by mortgages.—-Yonkers Statesman. 


The Proper Course—"P rofessor,1 wi 
to take up international law. What cow 


of study would you recommend?” 
ul 
“Constant target practice.” — -Louisl 


Courier-Journal. 
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**4 Curtain of Tire’ 


By James Montgomery Flagg 


HIS striking 

picture, in full 
colors, 9 x | 2, free 
from all pninting 
and mounted on a 
heavy, double mat, 
will be sent, post- 
paid, for twenty- 
five cents. 


JUDGE 
ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Sth Avenue, New York City 
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ANHATTAN SQUARE HOTEL 


Ot 58 West 77th Sh eet, New York opposite Moseum af Natura History 


Cen ral Park erything. 


30 Rooms. 2s with bath and ener 


wher, bedroom and | 





ne OF two persons » r day 
Wier, t 

hong * paths, shower, cn or four persons, $3.00 to $3. rday 
~~ — OF more weeks for sburista H. FRO! IMANN, Pres 
restaurant. Moderare prices. Club break farts. :EO, W. OCHARE, Me 















CARTOONING, COMIC 
ENVART and CARICATURE 


There is big money in the above for 
you. I will show you how. Send 6c in 
Stamps today for my prospectus explaining 
, method and terms. Write your name plainly 

ART SCHOOL, De pt. R. Horseheads, N. Y. 





Pleasantries 
Shakespeare Around the Clock—It 


has been discovered that in Shakespeare’s 
plays may be found a quotation for every 
hour of the day. Thus: 
“The bell then beating one.’’—Hamilet. 
“Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock.” 
Comedy of Errors. 
“The clock hath stricken three.” 
Julius Caesar. 
“How far into the morning is it, lords?” 
Upon the strike of four.”—Richard II]. 
“At five o’clock 
I shall receive the money for the same.” 
Comedy of Errors. 
‘**How’s the day?” 
“On the sixth hour.” — Tempest. 
“Let’s see. I think ‘tis now some seven 
o'clock.” —Taming of the Shrew. 
“The eighth hour. 
Be that the uppermost.” 
“It’s supper time, my lord. 
It’s nine o’clock.”—Richard III. 
“Ten o’clock, within these three hours 
’Twill be time enough to go home.” 
All’s Well That Ends Well. 
“Eleven o’clock the hour.” 
Merry Wives of Windsor. 
“What hour now?” 
“T think it lacks of twelve.’—Hamilet. 
And that takes the reader round the clock. 
Argonaut. 


Julius Caesar. 


Orchard Strategy—Twolarge orchards, 
side by side, brought much profit to Farmer 
Turmut and much trouble, for the orchards 
were considered fair game by the boys of the 
village, and two orchards are harder to watch 
than one. One day, looking from one or 
chard to the other, Turmut saw a small boy 
shin down a tree and, uttering a word of 
warning to another imp still up among the 
apples, run off. Turmut reached the tree in 
record time. 

‘Got yer this time!” he roared to the boy 
almost hidden among the leaves. *‘*Come 
down!” 

Getting no answer and not being in a 
hurry, he sat down and waited. Time passed 
and still he waited, until a servant brought 
him a note that had just been dropped into 
the letter box. He did not wait after he had 
read it, as follows: 

‘*Some people ‘as apples, some ‘as sense. 
You bin wotchin’ a pair of trowsis stuffed 
with straw and we bin gettin’ your apples 
from the other orchard. Great victory for 
sense!’’—Chicago Journal. 


Keeping Friends—“This poet speaks 
about keeping friends with oneself. That 
sounds nonsensical for me.” 

“Not at all. Didn’t yeu ever call yourself 
names?” 

““Ye-es.” 

‘““And why? Because you had done some- 
thing of which you did not approve.”- 
Kansas City Journal. 


In For a Real Fight—“ Well, have you 
been fixing your fences?” 

“Been digging trenches,’ declared Con- 
gressman Flubdub. “I’m in for a real 
fight.””—Aansas City Star. 


Highbrow Affair—‘“ Why had Flubdub 
gone in lately for Ibsen and Browning?” 

‘“*He’s carrying on an intellectual flirtation 
with a college girl.””—Kansas City Journal. 


Why postpone a com- 
ing pleasure? Event- 
ually some knowing 
host is going to offer 
you 


Club Cocktails 


undiluted by shaking, 
with their full flavor 
preserved by cooling 
on the ice. Any one of 
the ten varieties prop- 
erly served will show 


you the inimitable Club) | 
Cocktail flavor. ae 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 


Importers of the Famous 


BRAND’S A-1 SAUCE ‘ 
; 
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Old Overholt Rye 


““Same for 100 years” 
AFTER a discomforting, rainy, 


windy day outdoors, how 
pleasant it is to reach home and 
take a bracer of Old Overholt Rye. 
Aged in the wood, bottled in bond, 
this distinctive pure Pennsylvania Rye 
embodies strength- 
. ening and ton- 
ing qualities 
that help to 
, ward off colds 
~ and La Grippe. 


A.Overholt & Co. 
- Pitttburgh, Pa. 
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If You Did This 
From Early Morning 
Until Sundown 


— if the life you lived was 
the healthful active life 
Nature intended—you 
wouldn’t suffer from consti- 
pation. 


But that sort of life is im- 
possible for most of us. We 
hurry, worry, over-eat and 
under-exercise. 


The results—constipation, periodic 
or chronic—and the use of laxa- 
tives which aggravate and confirm 
the constipation habit. 


NUJOL is a and effective 
means of relieving constipation, and 
so getting rid of the headaches, 
nervousness, and depression which 
constipation It is not a 
laxative but acts in effect as a 
simple internal lubricant, soften- 
ing the contents of the intestines 
and facilitating normal bowel 
movements, 

Your druggist has NUJOL. 
Refuse substitutes—look for the 
name NUJOL on bottle and pack- 
Sold in pint bottles only. 


safe 


causes. 


age. 
Dept. 13. 
STANDARD OIL 


(New Jersey) 
New Jersey 


COMPANY 


Bayonne 


Send for booklet, “THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION.” Write your 


name and address plainly below. 


| I’ll have a mess of fishin’ lines like that there feller is eatin’ out of a 
| Boston Transcript. 


| than the legal profession for a bright boy.” 


Good Stories 


Summa Cum Laude—One old lawyer was telling another old la 


| about how he stood his examination for the bar in the good days before jay 
| schools got so prevalent. 


“T lived in a small country town in Kentucky,” said he, “and enjoye4 
the distinction of being distantly related by marriage to the presiding juip 
of one of the highest courts in the state. My widowed mother naturally 
expected that the judge would see that I got through the examination for 
the bar with little difficulty, and that I would jump at once into a payi 
practice. My father had been a lawyer, both of my uncles were lawyer 
and then there was the judge, so how could I do otherwise than inherit great 
legal ability? 

‘One hot summer’s day I rode horseback to the next town, where the judg 
was holding court. I called on him in the evening. He received me cordially 
For two hours we talked about various members of the family, the judge 
doing some boasting about the pioneers from whom he was descendg 
and paying many compliments to the memory of my own forebears. Not, 
word was said about the law. We had several toddies, and then I wish 
him good night, and said I would return again the next evening. 

*** Ah, yes,’ he said, ‘then we’ll take up your examination for the bar 

“The next evening I was on hand promptly, but the judge got started 
Zeb Reynolds, a cousin of mine who had served under Forrest. He told m 
many humorous anecdotes about Zeb and about Forrest, and the evening 
was over before we realized it. 

“A third evening I called. Again the talk dealt with people whom » 
both knew. Not a word was said about the law, until after our final todd 
for the evening, when I modestly suggested that, as the judge was goixy 
to leave the town the next day, there was not much time remaining for m 
examination. . 

‘*Hum,’ he mused, ‘that’s so. Have you read Blackstone?’ 

‘*Yes, sir.’ 

‘*Story on Contracts?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
‘*Greenleaf on Evidence?’ 
“Te a 
‘Bishop on Marriage and Divorce?’ 

‘* Yes, sir.’ 

** Well, you know more than I do. 
I'll have one of the boys present you.’ 

“And that’s how I passed the bar examination.” 


Be in court tomorrow morning a 
N.Y. Evening Pos 


Just a Biscuiter—A lady living in the Midlands engaged a new servant 
and having views on the question of “followers,” she expounded them 
the girl upon arrival. 

“Mind you, Jane,” she said, seriously, **1 will have no loafers about tk 
place. “You quite understand?” 

“Yes, ma’am,”’ replied Jane. 

Within the short period of a week, however, the lady had grounds it 
suspecting that her orders had been disobeyed, and Jane was promptl 
interrogated. 

“Did I not make it a stipulation of your engagement that no follows 
were to be allowed?” 

‘“No, ma’am. You said ‘loafers.”” 

“Well, you may have it that way if you wish. 
man for ten minutes at the area gate last night.”’ 

“Ves, ma’am. That’s my chap!” said Jane, unblushingly. 

‘How dare you disobey my express orders in this way?” 

“I ain’t disobeyed ‘em, ma’am!”’ persisted Jane. “ George—thils 
my young man—is a baker, sure enough, but ‘e ain’t a loafer. "E's a bisew 
hand, ’e is.” —London Answers. 


You were talking 


Couldn’t Beat Uncle Hi—Uncle Hiram from Podunk was taken bj 
his nephew into a downtown hashery for lunch. _ 

“I guess I'll have some coffee and sinkers,”’ said the nephew. 

“Did you say sinkers?” asked the old man. 

“T sure did, uncle.” 

“Well,” said Uncle Hiram, as his eye fell on a spaghetti eater, 
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Making a Bad Matter Worse—it is a d 


have let slip an unfortunate remark, to try to cover up the blunder: 


Mrs. G. was talking with the wife of Judge H. about ing son’s € 
é si He "t we i » a lawyer,” she said. 
a profession. “I don’t want him to be a lawyer,’” she : ’ 
“Why not?” said the judge’s wife. “I think there is nothing much fi 


— Te 
“Well,” said Mrs. G., bluntly, “a lawyer has to tell so many = 
it dawned on her that she was talking to the wife of a lawyer; 50 
added, “That is—er—to be a good lawyer! VY outh’s Companion. 
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1 enjoyei 
ling Judge 
naturally 
lation for 
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of the human race. It is an intellectual journey across oceans every age and every race. It contains the essence of all human 
and continents ol duration, through ages and periods vitalized achievements. No Home Library is deserving of the name 





a paying ME and enriched by stupendous events. History teaches by exam- that does not contain a history of the whole world, and 
+ lawyers, HE oles that all can understand. It illuminates every other subject no other single work tells the complete story of the whole 
erit great Hof study. It is a mirror in which we see the arts, crafts, reli- human race in such captivating style as 
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momen histor “ag AY , ’ Bi can pick up at any time 
. and, no matter where you 

turn, find something that 
will interest, entertain, and 
instruct you. For this is not 
a history of the sort that 
appeals only to scholars. It 
is a fascinating story of 
The Art Features man and everything man 
: v . has done from the earliest 

te +g Pal mth ae f 4 recorded time to the present 
} 5 day. It tells how he lived 
in every age, what he 
thought about, how he 
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the arts of peace. At the 
same time. there is no fact 
in any other history not 
found in these 10 mag- 
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this is a history of THE 
WHOLE WORLD FOR 
6000 YEARS, not a his- 
tory of merely a part or 
a period as given by 
Macaulay, Gibbon and 
other historians. 
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The Lively Smoke for Lively Times 


That spirited Sp: arkle and freshness of a “Bull’’ Durham cigarette just fit in with 
wholesome gaiety and genial pleasure. And it makes a smoke that for life and vim 
and breezy brightness has never yet been equalle -d. 


GENUINE 


‘BULL DURHAM 


SMOKING TOBACCO 


“Bull” Durham is made of the mildest, sweetest types of Carolina-Virginia 
leaf—the most wonderful blend of these famous tobaccos in the world. 
Distinctive in flavor—unique in aroma—the smoke of the connoisseur. 


Learn to “roll your own” with “Bull’’ Durham. A few trials will 
give you the knack. Then you can 
enjoy any place in any company a fresh- 
rolled ‘‘Bull’” Durham cigarette made 
by yourself to your own liking. 


An Illustrated Booklet, showing cor- 
rect way to “Rol Your Own” Cigarettes 
and a package of cigarette papers, will both 


be mailed, free, to any address in the United States on request. 
Address * “Ball” Durham, Durham, oN. C., Rocm 1288. 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 











